IN MEMORIAM                     587
Another name was on the door:
I linger'd; all within was noise
Of songs, and clapping hands, and boys
That crash'd the glass and beat the floor;
Where once we held debate, a band
Of youthful friends, on mind and art,
And labour, and the changing mart,
And all the framework of the land;
When one would aim an arrow fair,
But send it slackly from the string;
And one would pierce an outer ring,
And one an inner, here and there ;
And last the master-bowman, he
Would cleave the mark.    A willing ear
We lent him.    Who,* but hung to hear
The rapt oration flowing free
From point to point with power and grace,
Aid music in the bounds of law,
To those conclusions when we saw
The God within him light his face,
And seem to lift the form, and glow
In azure orbits heavenly-wise;
And over those ethereal eyes
The bar of Michael Angelo.
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WILD bird, whose warble, liquid sweet,
Rings Eden through the budded quicks,
O tell me where the senses mix,
O tell me where the passions meet,
Whence radiate : fierce extremes employ
Thy spirits in the dusking leaf, ^
And in the midmost heart of grief
Thy passion clasps a secret joy :